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Had I but known, dear friend, that fate had set 
So close a limit to your days of life. 
The present would be clear of all regret ; 
For your content I would have left my strife 
And labour in the world with willing mind: 
Rare is affection, and such love for me 
Again in man I do despair to find. 
Lo ! from this concern I was roused rudely 
By a swift stroke ofdeath^s, that does recline 
Only where life is ; thereupon I knew 
Less cause for acquiescence would be mine 
If at work^s loss time had been given you. 
Lament not undone good without one's reach ; 
The hour for kindly doing circles eachf 
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CHARACTERS. 



Lanciotto (Lord of Rimini) 

Paolo 

Guido 

Aretio (A Page) 

Alonzo 

Captain of the Castle 

Montagna 

Fazio 

Francesca 

Mera 

A Priest 

• Soldiers and Others. 



Rimini at the beginning of the fourteenth cen 



Ghib 



ACT I. 

Scene i. — The Terrace and Garden before Verruchio 
at Night, Mera advances from the Terrace, Guido, 
concealed in Garden^ accompanies the following Words 
with a Guitar. 

Beauty in a woman — ^ah, me ! 

A gift past all compare, 
Which gives the sway and sovereignty 

Kings would uncrown to share. 

To her kind Charity's a slave, 

Though poorest in the land \ 
Her simple glance or smile can save 

More than the freest hand. 

Beware, beware, you who are fair, 

And stray not into folly. 
To make your homage but a tear, 

Your rule but melancholy. 

Mera. 

Begone ! ignoble and untutor'd boy. 
Who durst sir|g such grossness to a lady ! 
But safety lies in your obscurity. 
Mocking the scourge 

Guido {coming forward). 
Hush, Mera, you knew 'twas I. 

Mera. 

Twas spoken without thought. Had I but paused, 
I would have fix'd on you what no base slave- 



6 RIMINI. 

GUIDO. 

do not do those innocent lips such wrong ! 

Meka {calling). 
Come, Fazio ! 

GUIDO. 

Can my poor, harmless ditty 
So grievously offend ? 

Mera. 

Ho, Fazio ! 

Enter Frxncesca from House. Exit Guido by Gai 

Franc. 

He's gone. Call him again and speak kindly, 
Something your playful dart has wounded him. 

Mera. 

Would, then, my sport were to the death ; or, if 
The like from wanton kiss or fondling issued, 
Some wooish call would lure him back again. 

Franc. 
Can a maiden's troth be a maid's mockery ? 

Mera. 

With these suitors, you should know, I have pla] 
An all-eye-fixing game ; for Guido stands 
For peace, and Fazio war. Now, our Duke 
Has ever wished a lasting truce ; my brother, 
Being weaker, does so too : 
Therefore was I betrothed to the Guelf. 
But, by course, I've smiled and frowned ; then sli 
him 

1 favoured, making all uncertainty. 

Franc. 

At last you'll wed with Guido ; for, when men 
Forgetfully do war. Heaven gave them women 
To lead them back to peace. 

Mera. 

You advocate 
A foe's suit to a friend. 



RIHIXL 

Fraxc. 

No, the Gudfi 
And the Ghibellini are not foes here 
And at Ravenna. 

Mera. 

What do you dream of? 

Franc. 

I was but thinking of these past few days. 

Their events have raised a mount right in the ken 

Of memory ; one that will ever rear 

Its head when others are vague in the mist 

That follows at Time's heels. To lead them, yes. 

We are no commodity to be given 

To patch a peace. 

Mera. 

Would it have pleased you, madam, 
To have had my lord Duke slaughter your kin 
And seize upon the sov'reignty of Ravenna, 
Which he was like to do had not your father 
Changed him to friend and son ? 

Franc. 

From this I bear 
There was no escape ; it is the result 
Of the beliefs and practice of our time ; 
Which are not to my mind, for they demand 
Unceasingly some victim as myself. 
Or one sword slain. Yet I was hugely wronged 
By the expedient which my father used 
To make me do his will. He should have said 
The man is hunchbacked, hideous, and fearful. 
Not have allowed Paolo, the beautiful. 
To come as his brother, and woo me and wed, 
Then lead me here gaily. Never was there day 
Hope flushed at morn closed in such gloom as then. 
When he entered our courtyard with his knights 
I was at a window, and the sunlight 
Rushed to greet him, and played about his armour^ 
Flashing forth rays, and wreathing him with halos 
Till I could look no more. Later in hall, 
Not clad in steel, but soberly in black. 



8 RIMINI. 

More perilled was my sight by his fair beauty. 
Yet, strangely for that time, not once I seemed 
To fill his thought ; a figure on the wall 
Merited more regard. As the night wore, 
Perceiving, perchance, that this indifference 
Had snowed my cheeks and half-way brought the te 
He smiled a little at me, and became gracious 
By more and more kindly speaking, until 
My bed-hour's music closed in his first kiss. 

Mera. 
And since those days you have not seen Paolo ? 

Franc. 

No, he's away. Whither, my lord this morning 
Only knew. All our talk was of Paolo, 
And every day gave birth to larger fears. 
Once the Duke thought 
The Ghibels had fallen upon him unawares. 

Mera. 
And then ? 

Franc. 

Ah, then one entered, whom I know not, 
And told us Paolo was but revelling 
In your part of the town. Naught said my lord. 
But left us, walking as blind do, and I — wept. (Ef 
house,) 

Mera. 

Betray her lord she must, or this first hope 

Of being sometime wife to you, Paolo, 

To hopelessness will change. {Follows Frances^ 

Enter Paolo cautiously^ with his visage partly 
cealed. Guido comes from behind bushes. 

GUIDO. 

You spawn of filth. 
Fitting to creep, brute-like, to such employ. 
For men must stoop much to touch the beast levt 

Paolo. 

What crack-brained fellow's this ? Why draw on 
Poor fool, you should keep snug when the moon w 
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GUIDO. 

Mad, mad in faith ! Your pardon, my good friend ; 
I'm so racked and harassed by this crabbed girl 
That I could easily mistake myself. 
Avoid the flames and pains of love, Paolo, 
As those of hell. My unconfirmed thoughts 
For the night-watch nightly do drag me here 
To guard the chastity I fear has not 
Wherewith to guard itself ; so more than blind 
Mine eyes were, seeing what they sought to see. 

Paolo. 

Methought the lover's creed was that comeliness 
Told of inward worth, of truth and constancy. 
That women's goodness e'en as their beauty grew. 

GUIDO. 

Also there are pure women, I am told ; 
Happy the lovers of them ! but Mera, here. 
Who holds my heart clampt in her iron hands. 
And squeezes it to see the blood distil, 
Is of the other kind, and my beliefs 
Base on her only. 

Paolo. 

Now I will quit you. 
When we next meet you may be less engaged. 
Perhaps you can remember, for your friend, 
I keep unknown my presence at Rimini. 

{Exeunt separately,) 



Scene 2. — A Room in the Castle, Lancioito and 

Arrtio enter. 

Aretio. 
My lord ? {A pause,) My lord ? 

Lang. 

Ay, ay, 'tis seven o'clock. 
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Aretio. 
It's barely three, my lord. O speak to me, 
Though speaking be to curse. Full for two hour 
You have not spoken word. 

Lanc. 

Where is my wife ? 

Aretio. 
In her room still, my lord. 

. Lanc. 

There, there always. 

Aretio. 

You think too much and live too inwardly. 
And vex yourself about the people's hate 
Which you should laugh at. Added to these, nc 
Here is a lady, whom your grace would marry, 
To moon and mope for. Once half smiles of yc 
At times I won, by being pertly gay ; 
But I despair of stirring, evermore. 
Mirth at one mouth corner. 

Lanc. 

Have done, have done. 
What ! may not a man strike to a wench's charm 
And then hang out the flag o' melancholy, 
But one must wag a coxcomb for his cure ? 
Sometimes a jest has forced to smile worst grief: 
And, in that way, proved priceless medicine ; 
Yet here's no heaviness, nor hint of dole 
Does the near future give. 

Enter a Captain, hurriedly. 



Capt. 

My lord — my lord- 

Lanc. 

Speak briefly, Captain, as seemingly time 
Runs not to ceremony. 
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Capt. 



Sire, report 
By many mouths tells of an army moving 
Tow'rds the West ; well believed that rumoured force 
Sent by his holiness to subjugate Ravenna. 
And now the outpost sentinels discern 
The flashing of their steel. 

Lang. 

So near, so near. 
What's the effiect in Rimini for clue ? 

Capt. 

Amongst the Ghibellini 'tis bruited 

This army's of their kind, with some intent 

Leaning towards the town. So they did arm 

To make outside assault performable 

By strife intestine. With speed Montagna, 

Seconded by all their men of any worth. 

Was on the scene, and with commands entreating 

A sheathing of all weapons, save those drawn 

For the Dukedom and the Duke ; who held their own 

Allied to one, but neither vassal of Pope 

Nor Emperor. Most sullenly they hear, 

Though, doubtless, to obey or grant ungraciously. 

Lang. 

Quite earnest is Montagna in this truce. 

If halting here, we could but cry, 'tis well ; 

Yet to Ravenna's Duke I late gave pledge 

To help him 'gainst all foes when knowing such 

Must needs be friends to me. I will confess it ; 

A lie compacted for immediate gain. 

And the first. But this blind shall prove a bond ; 

Though my hand lose half its cunning in a strife 

Not thrust upon me. 

Capt. 

Make war for this, my lord ; 
Upon the Guelfs make war ? You amaze me ! 
'Tis fighting with yourself. No, no, pardon. 
Your words held other meaning. To fight the Guelfs- 
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Lanc. 
Not to my knowledge, Captain. If they are so, 
And their purpose be hostile to that town, 
We battle with them. 

Capt. 

The maddest of the Lord 

Lanc. 

I tell you, at cost of crown and dukedom. 
Mine were a bargain still. But to detail. 
Lest the time put yet more leagues between us. 
Go instantly, and command the trumpets sound 
The massing of the men, and after bring 
My thickest coat of chain. 

Aretio. 
I will, my lord. (Exit Aret] 

I^ANC. 

Your diligence is shaking in the scale, 
Captain, and hearing the bell strike the next hoi 
Is the passing of your post. Francesca ! 

(Enter Francesca, and exit Captain.) 

Stay now. I am wholly at your command. 

Franc 

It is nothing of moment. Much too little 
To excuse this invasion of your business. 
For a whim I mounted one of the towers 
Which allows sight of the city, and saw 
The people massed in tumult in the streets. 
Might not this have connection with Paolo, 
Or, contrarily, did it not claim report ? 

Lanc 

You spared a thought for us. My Duchess yes. 
More grateful I would not be if your pains 
Had speeded my great good. The crowd you j 
Is not one to be feared, nor is Paolo 
The least endangered there. I think 'tis time 
His mystery was over and he returned : 
Some intelligence to-day makes me desire 
^ To have him within walls. 
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Franc. 
You could, my lord 

Lanc. 

As freely as he went he shall come back. 

Though so understocked with friends that one lost 

I'm solitary, there shall be no constraint. 

Your present mood is far from gay, Francesca. 

Had your smiles price, and could be bought like gems, 

Half my revenues I would yield for one 

That I might see you wear. 

Franc 

You jest, I think. 

Lang. 

No ; to change your heart so that my presence 
Gave you delight in place of weariness, 
I would do and give more than I will tell. 

Franc. 

Gracious and kind always you are, my lord, 
And greatly I'm your debtor. All is said. 
I am re-assured, and now will quit you. 
With your leave. 

Lanc 

There's something — by-and-bye for that. 
Joy go with you, and peace unfold in your way. 

(^Francesca goes^ as if uncertain what to do,) 

So grave you were, I feared to see a smile 
If I had said that for some thirty hours 
I must leave you ; therefore, I rather choose 
Without farewell to fight, and likely die. 



ACT II. 

Scene i. — A Room in the Castle, Enter Mera 

Servant, 

Mera. 

See that Lord Paolo receives this letter 
Within the hour. That is, some five minutes 
To idle in are granted you ; take six, 
But at your venture. 

Servant. 

I will not venture 
Five less six, my lady. (Exit Servant.^ 

Mera. 

O Duke, few could 
So nicely guide a pen of many miles ; 
Great credit is your due ! To bait a gin 
Choose when suspicion sleeps ; 'tis a charmed h< 
That compasseth more than e'er did midnight 
With Heirs crew. What if he know the Duke at 
The likelier he is to come for seeming 
The more cunningly arranged. Ah, your highn 
Had you foreseen the issue of this night. 
You had not left Verruchio to aid 
A thousand Dukes. 

Enter Montagna with two followers, 

MONTAGNA. 

Good even, sister. 
Sister Mera, sister ! you were very wrapt. 

Mera. 

'Tis really you — tell me the date someone ? 
Your visits here are rare — " come not to-day," 
This unexpected — " or find cold greeting," 
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Therefore to me the more — " i-n-a-u-s-p-i-c-i-o-u-s," 
Pleasurable. You unmannerly brute, 
To strike a book from out a lady's hand. 
What's fitting to a Tartar savage shows 
Grossly in an Italian gentleman. 

Mont. 

How came you, Mera, with such cursedness ; 
Your mother was no shrew ? 

Mera. 

What do you here ? 
Did I not know you mulish, I'd say — go ! 
I greet you fairly, so you call me curst. 
God's pity for a blunt man's friends, pray I ! 
Do my brother and his two last vassals 
Come to crave service with the Duke ? Montagna ! 
You dog, some Rhenish here ; sack there, Montagna. 
Meat Montagna ! Montagna, oh, Montagna ! 
'Twould take clear heads and empty mouths to call 
That serving groom. Also I fear as porter, 
Pantler, scullion, you'll not serve, for commanding 
With so large a name is asking favour. 
'Twould be a merry jest to have a fool 
Called so ; " What ho, fool Montagna " would save 
The jester^s bells. But you lack wit to grace 
A mental office. 

Mont. 

If that be to question 
And ne'er to pause for answer, but surmise 
At length of twenty. If wit is, in brief, 
But many words, to lack it I count honour. 
Yet I marvel to see you, sister, holding 
But one post in the court. I'm here to add 
An outside office. 

Mera. 

An outside office ? 

Mont, 

A wife's. Keep in your scorn, for 'tis the office 
Gracing women most. Guido and the priest 
Await your presence now. 
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Mera. 

You worm ! you mole ! 
You witless lump of earth ! No dog am I 
Thus at your nod to be link'd to a cur. 

Mont. 
Wiirt please you go before ? 

Mera. 

Will a No serve ? 
Or shall I be forced to foul my dignity 
To make denial evident to your sense ? 

Mont. 
Wiirt please you go before ? 

Mera. 

More patience — oh ! 
Or I shall spurn the fool, and send his fellows 
To their homes howling with heads broken, 
beware ! 

Mont. 

Now words are spent, we will not shirk your blc 
Those were the fear. Come, seize her, gentlemi 
Thus do we end the maiden's reign in courtship 
So much abused by you. 

Mera. 

God's heart, this is 
A brother's love-token to his one sister ; 
What strangers would not, he must do. Take r 
To the priest, and fancy these my maids ; but 
You must tell all gapers 'tis my wedding-day, 
Or they will think you lead me to some death. 
And interfere because the Duke's away. 

Mont. 

You must parley should any prove so mad ; 
I have not wit enough. 

Mera. 

'Tis so manly. 
You would not weep to wear old suits at festival 
You do not know what new gowns are to womei 
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Nor what a marriage is. Kneeling, I beg 
One day ; grant me until the morrow's eve 
To have the Duke and all his retinue. 
A day only ; for I would be no bride 
With no bride's attire, undecked and giftless. 

Mont. 
'Twould seem that women much esteem these things. 

Mera. 

You will, you will ; and Guido's happiness 
Shall only lag a day. 

Mont. 

Can I have faith ? 

Mera. 
My word, you have my word. 

Mont. 
But you must swear. 

Mera. 

Then I swear. Do you hear my lady's call ? 

I must not stay. To-morrow — to-morrow. 

Or when the Duke returns. {Exit Mera.) 

Mont. 

A woman's word, 
A woman's oath. I liked not that " to-morrow." 

{Exeunt,) 



Scene 2. — The Boudoir in the Castle, Francesca 

and Mera discovered. 

Franc. 

I'll say good-night, 
Still ** good-night " doth not give me to the night. 
1*11 not quit this real moon scene for unreal 
Night dreams yet. 

Mera. 
May this prove happier than all 
Past nights have been. {Exit Mera.) 
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Franc. 

What a strange and misplaced wish 
No, no, 'tis not so wide. IVe half a mind 
To sit here all the night, and count the stars 
Against mine eyelids dropping. Else the dawn 
Will break upon me but in winking space ; 
Yet these wishes will be but wings, I fear, 
To speed the sleepless hours. Thou cold, chasi 
That seem'st to chide my most unwifely joy, 
Thus I do blot thee and my husband out. 
Oh, why art thou 

The chosen lamp to lighten lovers' wanderings i 
All true love's rays are warm and ruby-hued, 
And if brought near would turn thy white light 
See, a glowworm's fairy beacon in the dark 
Hung out to find her love ; 
By passion are the meanest glorified. 
O love ! O love ! why hauntest thou me so ? 
These trees below with their soft swaying motic 
The moonbeams rippling on the distant sea ; 
This fragrance from a thousand unseen flowers 
The twitter of each bird that wakes to find 
Its mate safe in the nest ; 
All, all do make the blood warm in my cheeks 
My heart beats me quite breathless at the who) 
Thou hast mistook thy maid, most innocent ar 
For not a man that this vast world can show 
Has ever caused a touch to be felt here 
Of love's unrest. 

Enter Paolo. 

Paolo. 

My lord, come I not close to the request ? 
A wish of yours had stretched to graver tasks. 
For all parts and passions of me do seek respc 
In your use of them — be it to the death. 

Franc. 
To that lord's lady you but point your speech. 

Paolo. 
Where is my lord, the Duke ? 
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Franc. 

Why, 'tis Paolo. 

Paolo: 
Tell him thyself that even I am here. 

Franc. 
What meanest thou ? he being hence miles distant. 

Paolo. 

That cannot be — this same's the very hour. 
Is it not written here ? both place and time ? 
" A matter of much moment to the State " — 
"Be secret, and come privily," it runs 

Franc 

Ah ! I do bethink me of my lord saying 

He wished thee here to-night. Then he departed, 

So hurriedly he bade me no adieu, 

Nor told me that he had now been telling thee. 

Why do you turn away so coldly, sir ? 

May not a brother clasp a sister's hand ? 

Paolo. 
'Twas from my brother's wife ; but to my sister, 
Whose presence here by me was not regarded, 
Yield I this loyal greeting. Couldst thou believe 
The paper, that's so lightly flung away. 
Was once accounted dire as a death-call ? 
What I deemed fearful proves a sister's meeting. 
Most innocent, the last thing to be feared. 
Meeting a sister. Our hands should not touch now. 

Franc. 

'Twas something negligent in thee, Paolo, 

In this reproach confess much charity. 

To let us for thy presence pass these days 

In vain expectancy ; which at the time, 

News staying, needs must be prodigal of qualms. 

Yet thee I pardon gladly — ay, so gladly. 

Such pardons are but thanks in masquerade. 

Paolo. 
We sit somewhat too near. 
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Franc. 

For being here, 
Thou wouldst perchance have gone e'en to thes 
Now happily escaped. In truth, dear lord, 
A brother at the fight had been past bearing 
To one with a husband there ! 

Paolo. 

Men oft in racks 
And on torture-engines have found a death 
Crowning extremest pain, with lips that told 
No secret 'mid their groans ; like them will I 
Before forsaking my duty and my truth ! 

Franc. 

What's here, Paolo, thus to prompt thy speech i 
Methought I had rehearsed by night or day 
All likely with all unlikely meetings ; 
But this greeting doth vary more from any 
Than the sum of their own diversities. 

Paolo. 

Tis even this that thou must never know. 
The secret which at such moments seems deatl 
To not betray. We'll part without leave-taking 
That sister proving less safe-guard than a snare 

Franc 
Far from me be the wish to stay thy going, 
Now I perceive the uncomfortable cause ; 
But in that sister was a certain shield 
That could thy love defy. For by the strife 
Existing most false is this love proclaimed. 
Once false, ever false, false everlastingly. 

Paolo. 

If this be false, angels alone know true. 

In these gross bodies it could never 'bide. 

For as it is the spirit is so graced 

That I do soar a little in the air, 

Though weighted to the earth. Yet could it 

And could the love I bear thee know increase 
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The world would prove a paradise, and I 
An angel in it, so great is that love now. 

Franc. 

The earth is fair, and love doth blacken it. 
Love's eyes do spy a scowl on nature's brow ; 
The love that wears the willow and the rue. 

Paolo. 

Those symbols but false-love's forsaken use. 
True love's more lasting than the adamant, 
For it's ethereal and may not waste away. 

Franc 

Ah me, methinks e'en now 'tis wintertide. 
Look, how the gentle almond tree still weeps 
Forsaken Phyllis. 

Paolo. 

What conquest is there 
Over sin save to avoid temptation ? 
My whole strength away from thee scarce kept me, 

Francesca, 
At fullest strain. This well the devils knew 
That had the ruling of these ill accidents. 
Which make our meeting destitute of stay, 
But with all aids that love would have desired 
For working on strange hearts. Am I to blame 
Because the fates give victory to soul ? 
I think not so, and only will lament 
This useless misery, this waste of days. 
The idle warring of a still defeated force. 

Franc. 
O heart I O heart ! hear what the night winds tell ; 
The story of the many rage wild words 
Breath'd in old time by one poor Carthage Queen 
Against this Italy. 

Paolo. 

My soul of souls. 
These things are not, but only seem to be ; 
For weeds of custom and the world's rottenness 
Foul not love's stream. Should fancy whisper so, 
Yet speak to me : 
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And when thy thoughts with mine are intermingl 
Soon my love will be raising thine to might, 
Or sinking to thine own. But what's the need? 
Lips can speak false, and would perchance deny 
This dear hand's faculty for mute utterance. 
Which yields thee a passion not seconding mine 

Franc. 

I cannot hear thy words, they are all one 
Sweet song to me. So sweet that I had thought 
The too great happiness of some cherub's soul 
Now through thy mouth sought overflow on earl 
But for the moaning of the sea's sad music, 
As if the waves had re-strung poor Sappho's lyre 
With her floating hair, ever to wail a dirge 
As she is swept to and fro by the tide. 



ACT III. 

Scene i. — The Orchard of the Castle. Paolo and 

Francesca discovered. 

Paolo. 

We'll read no more. 
For us the story here should have concluded, 
At their great happiness. The way to which 
We followed with the keen interest of those 
That journey after absence through old scenes, 
Where every moment something brings to view 
Which is a resurrection to many thoughts 
And sweet remembrances. Their after lives 
Let none but grey-beards to deaf grandams mumble 
When their own love's a tale. 

Franc. 

Yet shut it close, 
And somewhere place the book where sight's denied. 
Its mission has well sped ; but not so well 
That quicken'd sympathy and double love 
Demand two other sharers. 

Paolo. 

From our mmds now 
Let them, their story, and their happiness. 
That way be thrown. 

{Casting book away and sitting at her feet.) 

Ourselves content ourselves. 
While here the sun delights us, and the birds sing. 
And Nature's brave in glorious array. 
What matter if the land elsewhere be dark. 
Dear lady, you are one, 
Though lessened somewhat by love granted me, 
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To whom I must bow knee. Most goddess-like, 
The wealth of your favour slipped past the gods 
To alight on the least mortal below. 

Franc. 

Enough, enough ; the way you seek, Paolo. 
To shift worth on me from your worthiness 
Shows a humility quite past enduring ; 
To check which grievous tendency in you 
Attend this eulogy. 

Paolo. 

Pray you forbear, 
And rank me not with that same group of men 
Who have engrossed a place in after ages 
By virtue of their form. Such praise from the li 
Of soulless things moulded in female shape. 
So women, is pleasing as good wine ; but you. 
From you, the pearl of womanhood, each word 
Would be a scourge with shame to scar me ever 
I would be as hideous as those in hell 
To excel all men in virtue but the least. 
Did not nature fashion in deformity 
One hated of all mankind. No eulogy. 
Look love, though so insensible to time 
By these new shades well have the hours sped c 
But for one moment in the brightest day 
Are there no shadows thrown. That's far too w 
At one point on the earth. And so all acts 
And thoughts have shadows, and their great hea< 
Itself a shadow cast from the unseen. 
What, oh ! 

Am I awake and growing sober wise, 
Or in a dream that I thus moralise ? 

Franc. 

You are in love and sad — with some 'tis so ; 
Others are merry then. Such take all lets 
Most cheerfully, with one tear in the eye. 
And dream the more of bliss. As I take now 
The need of living this whole next hour throug 
In the world's view. 
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Paolo. 

And I with loneliness 
The while will have more tedious company. 

Franc. 
Yet less unpleasing. 

Paolo. 

I will not admit so. 

Franc. 

Nay, but you must. Alone one's uncompelled 
To check all glimpses of the passion life, 
And thus wrong truth instinctive. 

As Paolo and Francesca ^0 out, Mera appears and 

makes signs to Paolo. 

Mera. 

He'll come, that's well. 
I have plotted her ruin, and my guerdon 
These jealous pangs which nearly goad me frantic. 
Fie on such thoughts ! 
At fifty kisses' space he will return, 
And in what manner this end's to be gained, 
A further step tow'rds something out of ken, 
I still do lack idea. ** Speak not of love, 
Urge only your ambition in excuse." 
The first thought cast has netted wisdom here, 
Which shall be practised on. Within three hours. 
If alive, the Duke will arrive in cry. 
I must be bold ; thus skirting a chasm's brink 
To falter is to fall. 

Re-enter Paolo. 

Paolo. 

You beckoned me, 
In one less instant for our good such act 
Might have been idle. 

Mera. 

Yet even now, my lord. 
From a vantage I espied some mean fellow 
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Of the house creeping from out the orchard. 

Being confronted sharply, his fear and 

His confusion soon made plain, by skulking way 

He had unravelled truth. I learnt also 

That in the morning's dusk he had despatched 

A messenger, in hope of largest gain 

With savings paid, to acquaint the Duke withal. 

Paolo. 

The Duke ! God ! woman, how can you be cal 
Be stopped he must. He shall be outpursued ! 
The fleetest horse — his gift — peerless for speed. 
Is in the stable stalled. 

Mera. 

Think you 'tis so swift 
That it can give time starts, and still be winner ? 

• Paolo. 

No, no ; long has been the day, yet the sun 
Saw not his going. At all calamities 
We strive to act before we first think prayers. 
Lady, though showing less than dues of pity. 
My faith in you yet holds me from despair. 
■ At this last hour to save us, if you would. 
You have ability. Perchance the wish 
Makes the scarce sympathy ; can this be so ? 

Mera. 

You rate my power of doing past the worth. 
Yet fears seem needless here, for this same man. 
More credulous than bold, had sent his wares 
On credit without name, and is content, 
Partly inclined by payments promised him. 
And something awed by me, to hold his peace 
To-day and ever. 

Paolo. 

Indeed, the fairest ne 
That could have had connection with the time. 
Ask anything that in my granting lies. 
But not for quittance, only as a tithe ; 
Such debts are not sight paying. Pardon me. 
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Your nature is not one to ask, I know ; 
Therefore command. My fate you can sway now, 
For the Duke to you, and you only, must come 
For confirmation. 

Mera. 

Even so, my lord. 
To adapt your simile : to me and many 
Life is the dial shadow gliding o'er hours 
That leaves no trace on the brass-hard face of time, 
Unless we strive to make some small scratch there. 

Paolo. 
Your wish will stand without prefaced excuse. 

Mera. 

It might, my lord, and two words could express it ; 

Yet I deem the added phrase of courtesy 

Has rarely been placed idly. Hence, by your leave, 

I will not strip my cause of anything 

That may give lustre to it. 

Paolo. 

Slur not a pause, 
I am too much at leisure. 

Mera. 

I have one fault 
That dwarfs the many, a cancer of the soul ; 
This gnawing and unceasing discontent 
Which will not let one rise in virtue's way. 
But makes ambition sinful. I am frank 
Because the evil is enrooted in me 
And dares restraint. This to confirm, my lord, 
Upon the past throw a swift deciding glance. 
And by the glimpses you have seen of me 
You will not build me other. Which being so, 
I do beseech your pardon for the deed 
I am compelled to do. 

Paolo. 

Speak studiedly. 
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Mera. 

My lord, upon my knees it shall be spoken. 
I must be your wife. 

Paolo. 

My wife ! You ? 

Mera. 
Even I. 

Paolo. 
Tis a brief madness in you, lady ; rise, 
And think of less wild things. It cannot be. 
With me the madness lies. I am your slave ; 
Only nod, and I must marry with you. 

Mera. 

Dear, my lord, that this is so worst pity. 

Oh, let it not be so ! I will be dumb 

Until you bid me speak ; do servile tasks ; 

Obey at look and gesture ; and take blows 

With the mute forgiving of a faithful hound, 

Once being wife to you. 

In truth, my lord, putting the present by, 

I swear it shall be greatly to your gain. 

For I am ever active, and the one 

To spur you out of this complacency 

Tow'rds some high aims which I distinctly view. 

Paolo. 

Lady, what I spoke were sudden words and rash 
At accidents and times when one remembers 
What other people are, what oneself is, 
My thoughts turn to you as to remedy : 
But ill reflections pass, and my content 
Was half afraid of you. Now all is changed 
Methinks it would be better for my peace 
If you were always with me. 

Mera. 

We are agreed ? 

Paolo. 
Your bargain is the worse. 
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Mera. 

Not SO, my lord, 
The top of hope reached only half way here. 

Paolo. 
When shall it be concluded ? 

Mera. 

At the hour 
Which spans time now. I speak with deference, 
But there's no choice 

Paolo. 

The ends we marry for 
Demand no more delay. Where is the priest ? 

Mera. 

There's one within the walls, who will not blab 
If you, my lord, need silence. 

Paolo. 

Silence ? 
The secrecy of death. The Duke's return, — 
Said you within ? 

Mera. 

I did, my lord. 

Paolo. 

Then follow 
At some distance and not suspiciously. 

(Exeunt.) 



Scene 2. — A Street in Rimini. Enter Montagna. 

GuiDO, and Soldier. 

Mont. 
No messengers ! 

Tis unaccountable. For full two days 
The first I have expected, and none come. 
It were enough to make the men think much 
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That still say nothing. See a strict watch kept, 
And when one has been sighted let mine be 
No echo kriOwledge. 

Soldier. 

You are obeyed, signio 
(Exit SoLDii 
Mont. 

Methinks this fellow would promise anything, 
As others add " Amen." 

GUIDO. 

To content me, 
Pass at a bound these accidents of war, 
And let experience fix as near an hour 
As can well time the welcome. 

Mont. 

First answer : 
Suppose success required still a day 
Beyond the dismal rout ; which would you choose 
Were both within your ruling ? 

GUIDO. 

So many hours. 
You know already, and ask for the query's sake : 
What's victory to me ? Will she be glad, 
Or does disaster cause her any pain ? 
These being concealed, could I with reason 
Lengthen suspense even one minute's space ? 
When is it possible ? 

Mont. 

Expect his coming 
At sun-setting had the first messenger 
Appeared ere noon. The first must bear last ne^ 

GUIDO. 

This is my marriage-day ! Thanks, dear my frien 
Here ends uncertainty. A long while since 
I did discern a horseman on the hills. 

Mont. 
For this every man in Rimini has felt 
That strained eyes pain, yet looking not one saw. 
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GUIDO. 

Searching for an army I found a man ; 
Doubtless they were rewarded. Montagna, 
Tis you who will give all. 

Mont. 

That's nothing then, 
Or something that must be your injury ; 
The profit will be hers, at far the State's, 
For she will break quite from the woman's sphere 
Unheld by children's hands. 
Should it serve to bring the factions nearer, 
Helping the work the Duke has well begun 
By leaving thus the town in my command, 
Tis a result, fair and most wished indeed, 
But not the cause. 

GUIDO. 

How you do mock withal ! 
My injury, her well-being, and the State. 
Only my love you seek to satisfy ; 
What could you else ? 

Mont. 

That messenger 

GUIDO. 

Oh, yes. 
You must not think my thoughts are all tied here. 
Something more there is that presses on the brain 
And makes my heart also disquieted ; 
Paolo's absence with the strangeness of it. 

Mont. 

Some say he went with the forces to the war ; 
Some in Verruchio. 

GUIDO. 

'Tis past memory 
To find the time when we were rifted so. 

Mont. 
Now is your horseman seen. 



32 RIMINI. 

Enter Soldier. 

Soldier. 

Within these minute 
In view a man did ride at arrow-speed, 
Whose winging was towVds here, when sudden 
The horse — it swerved, it fell. At the next lo< 
Fleetly on foot the man was making way. 

Mont. 

A victory, a victory ! Naught less 

Could be the spur. Another horse send to hi; 

That his coming may be nothing delayed. 

Soldier. 

It's now too late, Signior ; by this his sword 
Rings loud upon the gate. 

Enter a Soldier. 

Second Soldier. 

The Duke ! the Dul 
It is the Duke that strangely has arrived. 

Mont. 
Unguarded and alone. 

GUIDO. 

The Duke himself. 
Montagna, I'll be waiting in an hour. 

(Exit Gu 
Mont. 

This is no victory. Which is his way ? 

Second Soldier. 

I saw not, sir ; but if to the Castle 
This is his nearest. 

Mont. 

Lo ! where he come 

{Enter Lanciotto.) 
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Mont. 

May it please your Grace, to check your progress 
For the time filled by one word's utterance. 
Defeat or victory ? 

Lang. 

I do not know, 
I cannot tell. Way, way ! 

Mont. 
Why then, my lord 



Lang. 

In truth, I do not hear, but say I did : 
My breath is miserly. Way, way ! 

(Exit Langiotto). 
Soldier. 
Signior, 
Was it the Duke ? 

Mont. 

Yes, fellow, that was he. 
Why did your colour pale ? 

Soldier. 

Marked you the blood ? 

Mont. 
Most pityingly. 

Soldier. 

What if he now be slain. 
And comes in spirit thus to be avenged. 
For one's death wishes ? 

Mont. 

Such thinkings need not words. 
That is a hired soldier. Were all thoughts known, 
The best would prove a villain. Hark to the cry 1 

(Cries of '' Victory r within,) 
A messenger in truth. Hold you the horse. 

(Enter MessengerJ 
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Mont. 

Through riding well your news had swifter feet 
Speak of the Duke's return. 

Messenger. 

My knowledge halts 
At circumstance, the cause has to be guessed. 
A second sun had set upon the strife, 
And left it undecided, though by all count, 
Less men and horse, worse arms, light in everyt 
We could have hailed them victors the first day 
And unsmirch'd kept our honour. The lack of 
With the war strain had shrunk the men e'en to 
A heedless eye ; and many at a touch, 
And some at none, had tumbled from their ste( 
In the dark the captains met for council. 
For while the Duke can wield a sword defeat 
Is his derision ; they resolved, in few. 
To steal away the troops at his first sleep, 
Or be quits with his waking. At a bound 
He showed before them. " You worthless do 

cried, 
" You cannot fight but with your bellies full ; 
Your courage is but wine. The meanest foot-l 
On the field has had more drink and meat thai 
Shame on you all, one charge is victory." 
Then night concealed him. Shame fell on the 
And in the morn one charge was victory. 
But ere 'twas known a stranger bore a missive 
Directly to the Duke, who at one glance 
Rode off at such a speed that the whole army 
Stared stupidly, knowing weary and wounded 
Horse and rider were. 

Mont. 
This shall be recompe 

T^e bells ring, 

(Exi 
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Scene 3. — The Boudoir in the Castle, Francesca 

discovered. 

Franc. 
Ah, me ! 

One hour alone seems an eternity, 
Yet whole years were lived before these last few days. 
A flat and dreary time ! This absence now 
The has been and the will be occupy ; 
For memory gives forms to vacant places 
And keeps the past in ken. There my love knelt. 
This touched, and here our link'd fingers lingered ; 
Thus many spots are sanctified to me. 
And the will be ? 

A blessed sense is memory, yet one 
In which brutes share ; but forevision and the power 
Of reaping joy from things that never were 
Is man's only and god's. 
What will be in a few short minutes' space ? 
A time fearful in its deliciousness. 
Cease thought, cease thought, rush not where madness 

lies. 
His words I hear, his kisses I feel now. 
His arms tighten about me. " Dearer than life. 
In value more than soul, bright goddess mine." 
He is not here ! — no one — I am alone. 
Who would have deemed in such great happiness 
A danger near ? 

Enter Lanciotto hurriedly, 

Lanc. 

These doors shall shut death in. 
All is still as in a tomb, no following. 

Franc 
Thanks, holy Mary. 

Lang. 

For what's the thanking ? 
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Franc. 

The battle's lost ; you were pursued, and here, 
With these thick walls, all foes can be defied. 

Lanc. 
And you thank the blessed virgin for it ? 

Franc. 
With my whole heart I do. 

Lanc. 

What's rational, 
When in one mind such contraries can be? 

« 

Franc. 

Let me prop you to the best rest, my lord ; 
You are past standing. 

Lanc. 
Fair in truth and kind. 

Franc, (kneeling by him). 

I do much fear it is some hidden wound 

That writes so patently upon your brow 

A sufferer of pain. Alas, 'tis so, 

For now my eyes do note these sick'ning stains 

Oh, bare the place, that with this scarf I may 

Fashion a dressing until more skill can answer 

My direction. 

Lanc 

Sooth, there's no hurt t 
So marked are all that have been in the fray, 
Therefore no sympathy. 

Franc 

Did my lord think. 
At such command I should straight shake the 
And without one thought proceed to my affair 
Oh would the wives meekly obedient so 
Were sparse upon the earth ! No hurt to bare 
Verily, sir, few are the men that have ; 
Who cries " no pity " deserves our pity most. 
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Lanc. 

But now the world was hell, 

Hell in its worst degree, bright with a sun, 

Beautiful with flowers, tunable with birds ; 

A torment and a curse. The souFs one cry 

Was to the night to send a moonless dark; 

Its only wish, being aglut with sin. 

Virtue was no more, goodness and truth were dead ; 

All sanctities. Brother was false to brother, 

And the ties that make the marriage holy 

Were loosed for evermore. No curbs remained, 

So the mind a chaos was of hellish thoughts 

And murderous purposes, which had launched death, 

If possible, at all. A shadow world 

Composed only of shows, a waking dream, 

Where things that be are grouped in ideal ways. 

When dreaming so, to see you did bewilder ; 

And sure, none but the purest woman's wealth 

Was in the sympathy. The vision sped. 

The world ceased to be hell, and as before 

Eiarth's jubilee was echoed in the soul. 

Virtue and truth and goodness lived again. 

And peace was everywhere. 

Franc. 

In parts 'twas plain, 
Though much, my lord, my wit but lamely followed. 

Lang. 

Those parts were for your ears, to unroll all 
Know the wisdom must needs have been of sin. 
You thought the battle lost, myself pursued. 
These were not so, and 'twill dash my spirits 
Rather, should time have made the first thought true. 
Is not this news to you ? 

Franc. 
Indeed, indeed. 

Lanc. 

Perhaps I ought to have quite hid the cause, 
And of truth nothing told ; but knowing much 
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The whole shall be displayed. Flush with the ' 
When the foe nor fought nor fled came tidings 
That mine honour, and the honour of my hous< 
Had been first smutted in you. 

Franc. 
O infamy ! 

Lanc. 

Doubly infamous of me to fix faith on 
So palpable a lie ! The reason was 
Something that way my thoughts had strayed 

will, 
For happiness I wear uneasily, 
Then my doing was afar off for you, 
So joy o'erleapt what had in past been bounds 
And made me credulous of ill. 

Franc. 
For me. 

Lanc. 

Oh, oh ; it must have amazed them well to see 
The manner of my ride. Briefly, I came 
To find you robed in holiness, and bright 
With a halo of truth. No doubt was then 

Franc, (rising and turning from him). 

No more, my lord ; let mercy stay your words. 
If eyes could see the wounds such weapons m 
I had not now asked pity ! Oh, 'twas easy 
When a whole world spoke your disparagemer 
To think but evil of you. 

Lanc 

What evil, child ? 
Most like you had full warrant and a cause. 
My hand sometimes was cruel, but my heart 
Was ever kind. 

Franc 
No cause, no cause at 



\ 
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Lanc. 
The bells, the bells outring for victory. 

( Opens window ; bells are heard faintly,) 

O iron tongues, you do declare sweet news, 
And greet the woman victor. To honour you 
Who wrought confusion in Ravenna's foes. 
They said 'twas I, but you were with me there 
To cheer when I despaired, to lend new strength 
When faint from giving blows. Peal on, peal on ! 
For this great joy sprung from so late an ill 
Asks celebration. (Sleeps,) 

Franc. 

The chapel, the chapel. 
Tis only there my soul can find its peace. 

Lanc. 
Ring on, ring on. 

(Exit Francesca.) 



ACT IV. 



Scene i. — A Passage in the Castle, Enter Lanci 

and Mera. 



Lanc. 

Lady, 
I will not say you lie, yet so you do. 
Pure she is, and as free from earthly taint 
As are the stones that on the sea-beach lie ; 
Twice in the day her soul is purged by prayer 
As surely as tides rise. 

Mera. 

Pardon, my lord. 
You see a new perspective of the world 
Which lightens every tint. 

Lanc 

Most bold it was 
To publish so the two my heart but holds. 
A boldness past deceit, therefore I deem 
This truth to you, else what your fate had been 
I do not know, and 'tis unsafe to think. 
A brother's love, and acts but sisterly 
Were wraped to sin within you. 

Mera. 
Your grace divines. 

(Goit 
Lanc 

Mera. 

Mera. 
My lord ? 
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Lanc. 

Something, I know, through me 
Your happiness delayed ; our cousin now 
May command the full court at any hour 
To form the bridal pageant. 

Mera. 

Can I hope 
Its one bright star will flash her beauty then ? 

Lang. 

With all reliance count upon your right, 
Her giving asks no due. 

Mera. 

Now I do see 
A way to give words weight when this shall be, 
And Guidons hour will be the first that may. 
Should Lord Paolo enrich the company. 
Your lordship must arrange his presence there. 

Lanc. 

Wherefore must I, maiden ? Nay, I will not ; 
Or I should doubt, which to do now had shown 
A jealousy denying faith to man, 
And truth to angel-tongues. 

Mera. 

My royal lord. 
See no reluctance to accept your nay 
In me thus urging justice, for you say 
I falsely wrote, and lies only speak now ; 
In fairness, then, refuse me not occasion 
To manifest my truth. 

Lanc. 

On this matter. 
If wise, venture no more ; count the last said. 
Should he be present, then slip not your chance ; 
I will be passive in it. This way he comes. 
To-morrow morn how you mistook must be 
Forgotten knowledge. 
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Enter Paolo. 

Mera. 
A boon, my lord, a boon. 

Paolo. 

In happy hour you do make petition ; 
Beg not, but name. 

Mera. 

My nuptials are to-day, 
And fitting 'tis to start the revelry 
With the one sport quite holy. So our Prince 
In patronage most gracious will be there : 
My boon, your lordship may prove gracious too. 

Paolo. 

A tedious rite to all men, but to me, 

Who wear so little leather on church stones. 

One unendurable. 

Lanc. 

Of Lord Paolo, 
Methought one asked to gain — no woman fails. 

Mera. 
Nay, you must, or shame will cloak me ever. 

Paolo. 
This jewel be my ransom. 

Lanc. 

You forget 
Your mother's ring. For twice its worth know r 
Your debtor, lady. 

Mera. 

I can take no quittance ; 
If he come not, his absence shall cost nothing. 

Lanc. 

Act as you will, yet I believed for Guido 
Dear as a kinsman, dearer as a friend, 
You would have wrestled death. 
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Paolo. 

This is as dismal 
As I first thought the gaiety might be. 
I shall be there, let's dwell no longer on it. 

{Exeunt,) 



Scene 2. — The Chapel of the Castle ; a single light 
burning at altar. Francesca discovered kneeling. 

Franc. 

Mother Mary, to thy daughter turn an ear ; 
The last whose womanhood hath proved her woe. 
I can but tell thee of a woman's love. 
I will not tell thee aught of any man's guile. 
For, though this guilt's grievous, 'tis mine wholly. 

intercede for me ! My other grief. 
Which to my many torments adds remorse. 
The great wrong done my lord. 

1 dare not think how great his moan will be. 
My God, be pitiful to him in sorrow ; 

Let some new joy arise before the old quite sets, 

For his past day was ever sad as night, 

To throw a flood of gladness o'er his gloom. 

Knowing his goodness, I did loathe his touch. 

While the other's unworthiness was sweeter 

Than the unforbidden sweets of Eden's joys. 

Ah me, to have loved there. (Rising.) 

The vision of such perfect happiness 

No tearful eyes and misery could see ; 

The earth's too black, the time too full of woe. 



(Enter Boys with lights. Priests, Children with 
flowers^ Mera, Guido, Lanciotto, Paolo, Mon- 
TAGNA, Aretio, and others. The Children then 
come doqvn the centre of the people, strewing flowers 
and singing.) 
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Flowers, flowers wait thy tread 
From all countries gathered, 
Blue and white, and yellowed dyed, 
Some parti-coloured, others pied. 
Virgin blossoms your leaves shed, 
Symbol of a maiden dead. 

Lang, (to Francesca.) 

To this end 
Many made quest for you at the bride's wish ; 
Had our cousin been more patient of delay 
While lost the rite had tarried. 

Franc. 

Mera with Guido ? 
If I knew aught of it, my memory's false. 
No ill be in their dower. 

Priest. 

Art thou willing 
This woman be bound to thee in wifely wise ? 

Guido. 
Ask your God if such bliss can visit earth. 

Priest. 

Wilt thou, lady, be wedded to this knight ? 
Wilt thou have this man to be thy husband ? 

Mera. 
Speak you to me ? 

Priest. 

To thee I speak, dear sister. 
Art thou content to be married to this man ? 

Mera. 

Which man, friar ? 

Priest. 

Methinks thou must have knowledge. 
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Mera. 

Am I to hold that man in reverence ? 

O Hyman, mend thy law, for surely such 

Should revere women ! Rather bid the lion 

Be submissive to the lamb, or the hawk 

Obedient to the dove ! Have you no rings 

For talons or for claws, whose magic, touched 

By mumbled charm, can make them soft and yielding 

To meek-eyed and weak-voiced authority ? 

With all its pomp and pageantry, I fear. 

This will be a lame and limping festival ; 

You came to see my nuptials solemnised, 

And find me wife without the ceremony. 

Montagna and Sir Knight, let me assist you 

To find my lord also. Your mutual friend 

Paolo, this is he ! 

Franc. 

I say it's false 

Lang. 
Say nothing, lady. 

Mont. 

O Guido, look not so ! 
There is no truth behind this veil of words. 
The form's outlined so fairly as to pass 
For the draped thing ; but by my sword and faith 
There's naught beneath this contumelious speech. 
'Tis stuffed out by a woman's indignation, 
Arous'd at that small exercise of power 
In bringing this long-wish'd-for match about. 
Tis but to show her frowardness at large 
Ere 'tis mewed up for ever. Delay not, friar, 
Longer with the rite. Now, Guido, stand about ; 
This show of will is no calamity — 
A wilful maiden makes the sweetest wife. 
Sister, sister, you have paced out your mettle ; 
Be docile now. 

Mera. 

Montagna is a knight ? 
This fussiness and prate would fit a housewife 
Better. To straighten here is past your scope : 
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The hour of possibilities was one 
Fruitful in dreams. Of so outwitting you 
I'll make no boast, the victory's too small ; 
But when your speech is of your strategy 
Make not a too loud noise, for a woman 
Has outplotted alone yourself in league. 
Yet comparison doth much increase your worth, 
For a meaner passes by. In faith, gazing 
At yonder man still makes your virtues more. 

Mont. 

A sister ? Hear all, this was my sister ! 
All scoffs and taunts to me I heeded not ; 
I have forgot you were my mother's child ! 

GUIDO. 

No, no, Montagna — for all friendship, no ! 
True or false, a thing of fact or trickery ; 
No more. All wounds that would resent my wou 
Myself will bear. 

Mont. 

It seems the fiercest anger of the soul 

One loved only can kindle. Whose is the right 

Of chastisement ? 

GuiDO. 

A truce to buzzing words 1 
Paolo, my cry's for proof, give me some proof; 
To credit such wondrous news, we must have 
Strong confirmation. 

Paolo. 

Guido, eye but this, 
And you will find too surely that I am 
Her husband now. 

GUIDO, 

You say what is most true 
She is your wife ! That was the proof of it ! 
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This public scorn and present shame as nothing count 
In what shall be avenged. Uncase your sword, 
Or die. 

Franc. 

No dearest, no, you shall not fight 

Nor ever stray in ways where danger is, 

If I can prove a clog. (They fight) 

Paolo. 

Hang not on me. 
Ho ! someone draw off the lady. God ! God 1 
Will no one hold her off? That thrust was deadly. 
These are angel's hands. 

(Lanciotto takes her away,) 

Franc. 
That drag your shield away. 

Paolo. 

Now, Guido, have the passes back again ; 
Guard falsely at your peril. 

Priest (holding up cross). 

Stop, madmen, stop, 
Or God's wrath must requite this sacrilege. 

GuiDO (falling). 

Nay, nay, ne'er a place more fitting for a tomb. 

Back, friends, back. 

Mine is a wound past cure, past remedy. 

Let these minutes, if life's so long, be mine. 

O Mera, heardst thou ? Mine, but therefore thine. 

I'm dying from two wedded injuries; 

This wound is deep, its mate hath made one deeper. 

My dear love, perchance if I do tell thee 

What this life that's running low hath ever been. 

Thou mayst be moved to grant my last breath's prayer. 

It was a dream of love. 

An ever living, being, in love's sleep. 

Though in the world, not of the world ; amongst 
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Its happiness and grief, its faith and fears, 
Moving as one that slept. 
And yet no smile, no kindly word in life, 
Have e'er been mine ; one kiss, one kiss in deat 

Mera. 
A lowly or dishonoured lover's kiss ! 

GUIDO. 

To spurn me so. Could not thy pride kneel no 

Unasked I grew to love thee, and I fear 

My love has been my curse. If there be aught 

That can be pardoned, 'tis forgiven thee. 

Dear Paolo, 

Grieve not at this, for I do thank thee for it. 

I would not have hurt the lady for the worth 

Of my soul's ransom from the pits of hell. 

My love, my lord, each one and all, farewell. 

(Dl 
Paolo. 

You are my wife, my newly- wedded wife, 
Or this sword had united both in death. 
The earth is wide, choose any way from mine ; 
God's judgment will o'ertake you in few days. 
(Kneeling) O Guido ! Guido ! it was love for yc 
A too impetuous spirit hath doomed me. 

{Exit Lancioti 

Mont. 

Suppose we two link'd arms, boy. Youth is not 
For such scenes. 

Aretio. 

'Tis inconsiderately kind 
For I am wearied with much riding, sir. 

A Priest (to Francesca). 
Sister, leave the murderers with their dead. 

Priest. 

Out with the lights ! The pomp and fashions c 

world 
Show faded beauty to a weeping eye* 
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Hide, hide this gay-apparell'd company ; 

They make ill-mourners for a funeral. 

Let the wedding music be tuned to sad and slow, 

So the trivial and grave together change 

The ipelody, as life hath changed to death. 

All exeunt except Paolo and Mera. Monks leading 

Francesca. 

Mera. 

My Lord ? 

Paolo. 

Seek other times ; grief is within, 

A guest far more exacting than a king. 

Keeping each thought in thrall. 

Mera. 

So girt with peril 
Sweet such insensibility to ill, 
But it is death. 

Paolo. 

Who speaks ? 

Mera. 

These things are true ; 
Your friend's at rest who here had ne'er found peace. 
You and Francesca have confessed your loves 
In public speech and deed. This while the Duke's 
Too busied with himself for outward acts ; 
Well so, if you have a thought to avoid 
The bursting of his wrath. 

Paolo. 

They were forgotten, 
But in a flash all the danger is revealed. 

Mera. 

I see you fear. 

Paolo. 

Not for myself, for her. 
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Mera. 

If you do baffle search, there is no cause. 
Only the senseless fury of a child 
Would be content with so sorry a revenge, 
When a delay could mount its pinnacle, 
Each to see the other in death agony. 







Paolo. 


She 


I's safe till when think you ? 






Mera. 






Until the dawn. 


It's 


chilly here. 


Paolo. 
Mera. 



Oh, if these people ( 
Without dissent they would all-hail you, Duke. 
But one man holds all Rimini in awe. 
What noise of bells, of music, and of joy 
Will greet the day when that soul's freed from ( 

Paolo. 
You speak idly. This should be my way. 

Mera. 

No, no 



{Exit Pao 

Without a word, or glance of parting — gone ! 
Can I have plotted my own overthrow ? 
Until the morn. 



ACT V. 



Scene i. — A Dungeon in the Castle, Lanciotto and 

Aretio discovered. 



Lanc. 

The strife's over ; what's heavenly has prevailed ; 

Yet this conflict must have stretched to many hours ; 

The brute in me was goaded to extremes, 

And lion strong it was. Now, I declare 

This judgment's just, the only sinner I, 

For never nature with a clearer hand 

Forewrote a destiny. Love was denied. 

Cursed, cursed love that did beguile me 

To so subvert and shatter their young lives. 

Soft, not one star in the whole cope of gloom 

To cherish hopes upon ? Were I to die 

Ah, who's stifling sobs in that dark corner there ? 
Show yourself. 

Aretio. 

My lord, my lord, I came in duty, 
For your comfort ; say, was I very wrong ? 
But you scared me, and I only crouched down there. 

Lang. 

And I did choose thee for thy yellow hair ; 
How is it there's such worth behind that face ? 
Was it for bread and a little added gold 
Thou did'st petition so to be made page ? 
Ay, ay, a little gold can set more love 
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In motion than a husband or a brother can. 
Here, here (throwing money ^ I'll have no in 

sympathy. 
Think'st thou my poverty of love's so dire 
That in extremes I have to recompense 
Kind words, and hire devotion by the mouth ? 
There's gold for thee, my pretty youth ; fill thy 
And mark how women follow as hungry dogs 
Some toothsome morsel carried in the street. 
Not gone, sir ? 

Aretio. 

Living I will ne'er leav( 

Lang. 

Gold's lying there. 

Aretio. 

And other dirt, my lore 

Lanc. 

There's but this throne for seating royalty ; 
In such a courtly atmosphere all subjects 
Needs must stand. Come, sit or kneel by me— 

Aretio. 
Now my dear master speaks. 

Lang. 

Has the night gone ? 

Aretio. 
It lacks an hour of day. 

Lang. 

At its first streak 
Wilt thou set out with me upon a pilgrimage. 
Whose goal shall be a grave ? 

Aretio. 
Without a tear. 
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Lanc. 

Hast thou no kin, no friends in Rimini, 
From whom to part were pain ? 

Aretio. 
Nor in the world. 

Lanc. 

Now I perceive thou hast a story, boy ; 

Give it speech straight ; we'll trick the hour with it. 

Aretio. 

This is the pith, but I know little of it. 

And the unknown, name, age, and parentage 

I am not curious of. In earliest years 

You, my lord, once rescued me from flood or fire. 

For a mean life did hazard e'en a prince's ; 

To the charge of an old dame then gave me. 

Religious was this woman under trust 

To false lights walking truly. You, she thought, 

Incapable of good, which embolden 'd her 

To deny you all admittance to me ; 

And when your largess had enriched, for that 

Was princely, to shift out of your knowledge. 

Lanc. 
Methought it was a girl. 

Aretio. 

When made aware of this great debt to you. 
Some recompense was a necessity, 
And one thing solely children have in gift. 
The love I then gave you : which, with myself. 
Found strength and was distended ; and its food, 
Which seemed my nurture too, was seeing you 
From concealment, and to forelay your words. 
But when these could not be, somewhile I pined 
Till, desperate with heart pain, I snapped the tie, 
And found this joy, a bliss past telling, near you. 
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Lanc. 

Oh ! oh ! Aretio, why is thy cheek 

So soft? Thine eyes so bright ? They seem to moc 

As the visions when men die in hunger-pains. 

Aretio. 

I see my beauty with your mind, my lord ; 
Were I an Ethiop and charmed your eye, 
Vd think myself extravagantly fair. 
Now I will so mar my face and scar it, 
That language shall want words for its report, 
And for mine eyes — indeed, they shall go too. 

Lang. 

No, child, no ; I could not cause thee any pain. 
All is not dark while still I have thee here. 

Aretio. 

Alas, what have I done ! Pardon, dear lord, 
This wild kissing ; but much fear did vanish thei 

I saw myself with eyes and beauty gone 

Oh I am shamed. (Slipping to ground,^ 

Lang. 

Come to my bosom, boy. 
Henceforth be thou my wife, my human someth 
To fright grim solitude, else the night hours 
Will kill or madden me. 

Aretio. 

To speak my thanks. 

Lang. 
Thy hair is long — 'tis like some other hair. 

Aretio. 
My heart beats fast, but 'tis wholly for joy. 
I am not very strong. (Dies.) 

Lang. 

Nay, dead — not cold ; 
Death's touch did cause that shiver. My gentk 
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I envy thee thy peace, yet pity too ; 

It has mistaken sadly. My last hope's end, 

The loss of all love and beauty for me. 

This cell is for the living, not the dead. 

I take thee where the sun shall light thy grave ; 

O'er thy head must flowers blossom. 

Enter Mera. 

Mera. 

You, oh, you 
Tell me, is he dead now ? Are his eyes fixed ? 
Has he become Death's utterly, stark and cold ? 
Nay, answer, for suspense nears fast the bourne 
Where reason breaks away, or nothing royal 
Could have been sought in such heart-sick'ning places. 
What's strange, that you so stare? 

Lang. 

Who is the man 
You would this knowledge of? 

Mera. 

Tis gently spoken, 
No rage against me here. The dagger's clean, 
There is no wet upon it. Oh ! if he be — 
Nay, nay, this man's alive ; both cannot be. 
What chance had he against the strength of ten ? 
He's dead I know, but seal now my misery. 
I've been uncertain for so many hours. 
One time I prayed. 

Lang, (letting Aretio/i//^. 
Woman, whom speak you of? 

Mera. 

That I loved him was past question ; but not. 
Oh, not this way. Such passions were my mirth ; 
They seemed but as the counters of weak brains. 
Plot after plot, the sovereignty in view, 
I did enact as stratagems in play ; 
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But at the moment all was within touch. 
I am this woman fool. Where is he laid ? 
Though life be gone, something escaped your rs 
To force my tears and keep me from distraction 

Lang. 
Your husband ? 

Mera. 

Ay, most lawfully he's m 

Lang. 
This very night he was to murder me ? 

Mera. 

Strong, so strong, what was one man against yoi 
To aid, all were afeard. 

Lang. 
To gain the Dukedom ? 

Mera. 

One thrust quite home had placed a circlet here 
Remark this dignity — is it not queenly? 

Lang. 

These devils then I pitied as fate's injured. 
Love veiled the blemish in ihem. To murder 1 
It has become as thorns bound to revenge, 
Urging it madly. O villain ! villain ! 
Henceforth ingratitude shall bear thy name, 
When pressed beyond all thinking. Dishonou 

He's married too, and now 

Oh, mine should be their torture after death ; 
Two lives are but a sop. A judgment — oh ! 
A judgment. 

Exit Langiotto dragging out Aretio by one J 

Mera. 

Ah ! ah ! when was night merrier ? 
The bridal chamber, but the husband gone. 
You do not slip me so. 

Exit, Her laughter heard in distance. 
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ScKNE 2. — Under an Inner Wall of tlie Castle, Enter 

Paolo, Fazio, and Alonzo. 

Paolo. 
No further friends. Yon window I must climb, 
Using the ivy-stair. Keep to the wall. 
And act as we have reasoned. 

Fazio. 

Was it wise 
To pass the night in revel ? A snatch of song 
Which has the quaintest turn so haunts me still. 
That I do smile, though in the gloom cast by 
This dire occasion ; and if my path were 
But a plank, I would not be long on it. 

Paolo. 

Ay, very wise, for one with feelings in him. 
To you he is a tyrant, and his fall 
Would ease from many fears, and in all lights 
Appear advantage ; but to me — to me 
What he has been will take the gladness out 
Of all my days. Yet he must die. 

Alonzo. 

No, no. 
So you think now ; but such griefs are self-healing. 
With one stroke truly you do sever bonds 
That have long made of thousands demi-slaves. 
Consider this, and though the blow should reach 
A treasured heart, almost it will show heavenly. 

Paolo. 

Account it not a sacrifice except 

To my own sins. * Tis such a deed that annals 

Shall not pattern. A dear brother murdered 

Without excuse of wrong ; nay, not one short word 

Or glance malign to urge in vindication ; 

So infinite in possibilities 

The germs of evil and the seeds of sin. 

But at no less cost can this same lady 
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Be delivered from the consequence of crime, 
Mine, mine, mine. In the hour I nothing care 
If this free twenty souls. Now, sirs, farewell, 
For by some odds we three ne'er meet again. 

Fazio. 
Nay, we will start your climb. 

Paolo. 

Remember that ; 
And should this effort end but in disaster, 
Let the world's ear have it. Paint me as black 

As Tarquin, for 'twas midnight when I stole 

You understand ; tell any tale, the worst 
Must yield to truth. But let no breath ungentle 
Touch her fair fame, for guiltless she will die. 
Some purest souls have had to knock at heaven. 
Yet hers shall find all paradise expecting. 
I trust you, gentlemen. 

Alonzo. 

My lord 

Paolo. 

No demur; 
Dead ; 'twill be done gladly. 

(Exeut 



Scene 3. — A Boudoir in the Castle, Enter Pao 

window, then Francesca. 

Paolo. 
Do spirits walk ? 

Franc. 

Can such things be ? Indeed, it is no other. 
O sir, a visit most ill starred — the earth 
Holds none less welcome. As one quite weariec 
A summons to repose, I, deeming you 
Without the sweep and range of harboured ill. 
Had become careless of trivial things. 
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Fixing my mind calmly, with much longing 
On the death which must be hovering near. You 
Being in danger's way, thoughts fall from heaven. 
And my heart's peace gives place to wildest fears. 

Paolo. 

My saint, in the dimness seeing thee stand there, 
Thou didst seem to me some heavenly spirit 
Blocking my path to sin. As I have come 
We both may go. If this be accident. 
There's nothing in God's rule. 

Franc. 

No, no ; you, you. 
In pity again seek your late safe station. 
This very light has peril in it, the air's 
Infectious, and the place a nest of ills. 
Muffle, you heavens, your glory for the hour 
That shadowed he may steal unscathed away. 
Though death keep ward. 

Paolo. 

Let us begone, dear heart. 

Franc. 

Unclasp, unclasp, for never that can be ; 
Alone you must needs go. 

Paolo. 

So thou sayest ; 
Content me with some reason for thy stay. 

Franc. 
If I do tell the cause, you will not tarry ? 
I fear — I fear 

Paolo. 

First tell the cause. 

Franc. 

Sir, sir. 
Though it may seem, God and the angels know, 



6o RIMINI. 

It glances not at you. Long lost in a strange 
Ecstasy I sinned, darkly, without regard ; 
But sense and reason's restoration fixed 
The punishment of death upon my crime ; 
No longer has the world a place for me ; 
Coming unsought, a mercy undeserved, 
Which strips it of all fear. Yet, believe this, 
I love no less — nay, more, to this degree. 
That I am very fearful lest your soul 
Find not the same eternity as mine. 

Paolo. 
Think what that death will be. 

Franc. 

I do much wish 
It prove unparalleled, beyond all thought ; 
A little pain may ransom me from hell. 

Paolo. 
I'm stricken to the soul. 

Franc. 

Oh, you will go ! 
This comfort now must be past your denying. 

Paolo. 
It may not be, we must face death together. 

Franc. 



No, no. 

Why am I here ? 



Paolo. 



Franc. 

I have not thought. 

Paolo. 

Had not that purpose been by thee so crossed, 
A brother's murder had now been chronicled 
To my great dole. Too true, too true it is ! 
To save thee from a peril very welcome. 
And for my greed, so horrible an act 
I had designed. 
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Franc. 

For that God praise ! 
Had we but crowned his wrongs with such a deed, 
Not all the mercy that's in sweet Heaven stored, 
Yea, though it fall as universally as dew 
Upon sin-parchfed souls, had saved us then. 

Paolo. 
Most certain of all certainties save one : 
That in this thou couldst ever have had share. 

Franc 

All, all unqualified ! 

Paolo. 

Thou knowest it 
An offence passing pardon ; art thou content 
That I should be a watcher with thee for 
This kindly fatal hour ? 

Franc 

Nay, ask me not. 
Should your soul prompt, take that for my direction ; 
What I do think God's will, most likely is 
No more than my desire. 

Paolo. 

To die with thee, 
This is the one sole blessing under Heaven 
That so much sin can know. Fear and the deed 
Filled my brain to thought's exclusion, but now 
A thousand acts that from his great love fell 
Do rise to swell my shame. And with his bloody 
O horrible, these almost were requited. 

Franc 
Dwell not longer on the past ; our future nears^ 

Paolo. 
What if it should not ? it has long delayed. 
He may have pardoned all. 
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Franc. 

The saints forfend ! 

Paolo. 

Amen to that ; yet this is within reason. 
I half believe he is some disguised angel 
Sent in this garb to prove his fellow men. 



What noise is that ? 



Franc. 

Paolo. 

I hear nothing. 

Franc. 
Again ! 

Paolo. 

Nay, he is very human. Tis the guard. 
Unerringly we now can build on death. 

Soldiers enter and surround them. 



CukTAIN. 



